Calliope (1954-2001)
Volume 1996 Calliope Manuscript Day 1996
1996

Silent Knowledge
Kelly Mengyan

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.wmich.edu/calliope
Part of the Creative Writing Commons

Recommended Citation
Mengyan, Kelly (1996) "Silent Knowledge," Calliope (1954-2001): Vol. 1996 , Article 9.
Available at: https://scholarworks.wmich.edu/calliope/vol1996/iss1/9

This Poetry is brought to you for free and open access by
the English at ScholarWorks at WMU. It has been
accepted for inclusion in Calliope (1954-2001) by an
authorized editor of ScholarWorks at WMU. For more
information, please contact wmuscholarworks@wmich.edu.

Article 9

Silent Knowledge
His ashen frame,
cradled
by their mohair couch,
pulls the icy glass of Kessler's from his lips
and he again raises the question fished
from his philosophically abstract light-in-the-attic;
"Did you ever hear of the
eighth dwarf that no one
ever talks about?"
He rests his glass on the
acrylic coaster and sinks
behind their coffee table,
the length of him
loosely covered by a white cotton v-neck
matched with polyester slacks.
Rivers of creases map his weary
bearded face, as he smiles at me.
Piercing eyes from the next room
penetrate my back, where
women of the same feather
flock.
Only warmth releases from my
hazel eyes
directed on the 01' gaffer.
His hand extends
palm up.
Arthritic fingers peel away
to reveal the walnut's heart
he offers me.
His crow's feet crinkle toward me,
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ignoring icy stares slicing
through the room from the
kitchen table,
where the female legacy
seems to carry on.
There perches the cold woman
he was forced to live with
by the. pledge of that band
Vaari never would break his word.
And there perches my mother
whom I was forced to live with
blood be thicker than water.
Julius Kessler-- a deity to him-pours the glass of salvation,
"smooth as silk"
and clear blue eyes
lift from his finlandia glass,
focus on me, his granddaughter,
silently willing me strength
to overcome the legacy's
harsh soul.
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